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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





Tt is recorded in holy writ that a cer- 
tain man went down from Jerusalem to 
Jericho, and fell among thieves, which stripped 
him of his raiment, and wounded him, and de- 
parted, leaving him half dead. And by chance 
there came down a certain priest that way: 
and when he saw him he passed by on the 
other side. And likewise a Levite, when he 
was at the place, came and looked on him, 
and passed by on the other side. And the tale 
goes on to say that the wounded man was at 
last succored by a chance Samaritan, who made 
it his business to look after the hapless stranger. 
And the tale was told to illustrate the meaning 
of the word Neighbor, and served to convince 
a doubting lawyer of old time that the way to 
inherit eternal life was to take just that plain 
Samaritan view of the duties of this finite life. 


* 
* * 


Our unfortunate Civil Service, dearly beloved 
brethren, fell among thieves, long ago; and un- 
til now it has lain naked and bleeding on the 
highroad of politics. First there came along a 
certain priest of temperance and general holi- 
ness, which was of the tribe of the Eightto- 
sevenites, and his name was Hayes. And he 
said to himself: ‘Lo now, this is none of my 
business. It isa very hard case, no doubt; and 
I am extremely sorry for this unfortunate indi- 
vidual; but I didn’t get him into his scrape, and 
I don’t see why I should take the responsibility 
of looking after him. I’m sure I hope—indeed, 
I don’t know why I shouldn’t even pray—that 
he’ll come out of it all right; but I can’t stop 
to look after him, or [ shall be late at my tem- 
perance meeting.” 

* " # 

And then, dearly beloved, came along one 
of the tribe of the Levites, which is the very 
swellest of all tribes. And he gathered his del- 
icate garments about him, and said within him- 
self: ‘“Sad—very sad. But I don’t see that 
it particularly concerns me. ‘This sort of thing 
is all very harrowing, you know; but, bless my 
soul, 1 can’t stop to bother with it. ‘The fellow 
couldn’t expect it himself. Why, the poor devil 

ought to think himself lucky that it is a respect- 
able man like me who passes him, and not some 
ruffian who would give him his coup de grace. 
I wish him well out of it, though.” 














And so he went by on the other side. But 
now, at last, the Samaritan comes along who 
takes a different view of the situation, He is 
only a plain man, this Samaritan, mounted on 
a common, democratic ass. But he has his own 
way of looking at these matters. He does not 
stop to argue with himself that he didn’t get 
the man into his fix, that he isn’t in the gen- 
eral succoring business, that he has no time to 
waste, that it is risky business picking up stran- 
gers, anyway, and that there is no money for 
him in the whole business. He simply says: 
“ Hello—respectable man in the ditch, I’ve 
got to take care of him. Whoa! my merry 
democratic ass—you’ve got to help me to help 
this man. Don’t like to bear the burden, eh ? 
Well, you’ve got to. It is a matter of principle.” 


* * 
And so, for the first time, there is some hope 
for our poor Civil Service. A President has 
come into office who is willing to do for it just 
what every other President ought to have done 
—to treat it according to the lights of common 
decency. Mr. Cleveland is bound, so far as 
we know, by only one pledge—to give to those 
who have trusted him the utmost benefits of a 
pure and honest administration of national af- 
fairs. His way lies clear before him. It is 
not an easy way; but it is the only way for an 
honest and conscientious man. It is within his 
power to neglect an unpleasant duty, as his pre- 
decessors have neglected it. But he has given 
us assurance that he holds the public business 
to be his business; and he has shown us in the 
past that he is able to do the unpopular thing 
if he thinks it is the right thing. It really looks, 
now, as though the Good Samaritan had come 
along to do the good work that priest and 
Levite shirked. And we trust that the com- 
mon, democratic ass will do his share of the 
labor faithfully and as cheerfully as may be. 


* 
* 


* 

Cleopatra is once more enslaving her kings. 
The dusky Ethiop is enchaining the attention 
of European, and, we regret to say, of Ameri- 
can statesmen. England has bled pretty freely 
in times past, to keep her hold on Afric’s sunny 














fountains, and she is bleeding anew; the Mahdi 
superintending the operation of phlebotomy. 
And the ancient Bismarck is coquetting with 
Congo after his usual agreeable and acquisitive 
manner. And America’s representative is pay- 
ing very unwise attentions in the same quarter. 
One would think that poor old Europe’s much 
bemuddled affairs would give her rulers enough 
to occupy them. But in the inscrutable wisdom 
of princes and potentates, they had rather have 
a finger in an African pie that doesn’t belong 
to them than attend to their own homely bread- 
making. 
* . * 

Behold how good a thing it is, and how be- 
coming well, for Gospel Church and Sinful 
Stage in harmony to dwell! It is the roller- 
skating craze that has worked this miracle. 
Church and Stage are at last united in their 
opposition to the great counter-attraction. We 
hope they may mutually benefit from the as- 
sociation. If their alliance be only temporary, 
it may at least result in elevating the morals of 
the Stage and the elocution of the Pulpit. An 
improvement in both directions might so in- 
crease the attractiveness of the two great insti- 
tutions that the roller-skating rink would have 
to take a retired place in the rear of the popu- 
lar affection. 





It will very shortly be time to think of getting out of 
the city and settling down for the summer in the cool, 
breezy precincts of the country. Every man who has any 
comic poetry in his soul loves the country. He loves to 
linger by babbling brooks, and listen to the corn singing 
its rustling melodies by ear. He also loves the mossy 
carpet of the wood, where the Sunday-school picnic 
grows not wisely, but too well, like a gas-bill (the lectur- 
er’s fee). He also loves the wind-swept meadows, dotted 
with daisies and dandy lions, fresh from the gilded cages 
of the greatest show on earth. The best way to get such 
a grand aggregation of scenic effects—in short, a rosy 
cocktail of the soul—is to go out and look for it. Take 
the train any day, and ride about twenty miles to some 
place that has an honest everyday name like Tobyhanna, 
or Riley Centre, and get a house. Don’t look at Daisy- 
ville, or Violet Centre, or Japonicafield, or Asphodeland, 
unless you want malaria. To kill the monotony of the 
ride in the cars, don’t fail to purchase a copy of Puck’s 
ANNUAL for 1885. Price, twenty-five cents. 
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APPRECIATIVE EMPLOYER.—‘¢ Mr. Wiggins, I have been very much pleased with your assiduity and 
attention to business during the past year, and I have determined to reward your fidelity by making you 


my junior partner —” 


HorrIFIED EMPLOYEE.—* Junior partner—me—no, sir! 


let it go at that!” 


Don't do it—just reduce my salary, and 
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A POETICAL PARALLEL. 


WITH WHICH THE POET FAILED TO MAKE CONNECTION, 





Phyllis is gone, the poet sadly moans, 
Nv longer ’mid the tangled meadow-grass 

She lists the brooklet babbling round its stones 
And scans the summer cloud-ships as they pass. 


Phyllis is gone, and Corydon no more 
Pipes at her feet his listless noonday strain, 
The shepherd’s crook with rust is veiléd o’er, 
Her flowery garlands shall not bloom again. 


The glad young childhood of the world is past, 
The days of goatherd’s song and peasant joys, 

The weary, heavy world has drained at last 
Dregs of the pleasure that, scarce tasted, cloys. 


Phyllis is gone, the poet sang—and then 
Beheld the buxom vision, rosy, sweet, 

Drop pail and brush, and leave uncleaned his den, 
Hearing the postman’s whistle in the street. 


*T was she—the Phyllis of the elder bards; 

For such she was, a brisk and wholesome maid, 
Bearing the very charms through city yards 

That erst were on the old-world hills displayed. 


’Twas she—his fancy, by convention bound, 
Saw not the plain identity, nor dreamed 

That elder singers grace and beauty found 
In such a form as he unworthy deemed. 


’Twas she—but, ah! could ‘fine poetic rage” 
Recognize Phyllis in our modern life 
In her who takes her fourteen dollars wage 
To scrub, and sweep, and sass one’s wedded wife? 
ABE AURDER, 








INTERVIEWING A GAS-METER, 


The Gas-Meter was enjoying his usuall day 
off when the reporter of the Scv7bdleville Gazette 
and Organ-Grinder called. 

“What do you want ?”’ asked the Gas-Meter. 

“T want to interview you,”’ said the reporter. 

“ Nonsense! No one ever interviews me but 
the inspector who comes around to get mv 
figures every month. He never says anything 
to me. He just takes a look at me and goes 
away.” 

“Yes, I know that,” answered the reporter: 
“Dut I want to talk to you about your mode of 
life. I want to know something about the in- | 
ner existence of a Gas-Meter. Do you like 
the life ?”” 

“No, sir, I most emphatically don’t like the 
life. How would you like to live in a cellar ali | 
the time ?”’ 

“Well,” said the reporter, meditatively: “if | 
it was a beer cellar—”’ 

“That'll do, young man. 





I don’t want any 


of your alleged Bohemian humor. Now, listen 
to me. Here I sit all day in the dampness and 
gloom, perched up on this little shelf, which is 
just big enough to hold me. ‘The only sounds 
that cheer my daily existence are the shouts of 
the butcher-boy bringing the chops for the 
people up-stairs, and the merry scrape of the 
hilarious coal as it comes swooping down the 
shute twice a month, each time less of it to the 
ton. Boy, I have watched that ton business 
for several years, and I have seen it dwindling 
gradually. By-and-by a boy will bring a ton 
of coal on a wheelbarrow, and later on a child 
will carry it hither in a peach-basket. ‘These 
coal-companies are dreadful swindlers.” 
* What do you do for a living ?”” 





: Ales | 
“Sir, 1 am a mathematician. I would be the 


greatest mathematician on earth, if 1 were the 
only Gas-Meter; but all of my tribe are equally 
clever at figures. We do not dabble in algebra, 
plane geometry, analytical geometry, trigonome- 
try, calculus, determinants or quaternions. We 
just stick to plain, ordinary arithmetic, That’s 
good enough for us. We can get better results 
out of that than we can out of any highfalutin 
science. We have made some great discoveries 
in arithmetic.” 

“Is that so?” 

“Oh, yes, we have wholly revolutionized 
arithmetical science. The popular impressions 
in regard to figures would receive many rude 
shocks if people would study our new and im- 
proved system of arithmetic. People would get 
rich faster—the gas-companies do.” 

“Explain yourself more fully.”’ 

‘Well, the popular impression is that two 
and two make four. This is a great mistake. 
According to our system two and two make 
seven.”’ 

“ How do you account for that ?” 

“We don’t account for it. We simply assert 


that it is the fact, and the burden of proof rests | 


on the other side. If any man denies our as- 
sertion, we just tell him to look at his gas-bill. 
There he finds it illustrated in figures. What 
can the man do? He comes and looks at the 
Gas-Meter. What’s the result? He finds that 
he has burned eleven thousand feet of gas in 
one month, even though he has used only one 
burner, and has ruined his eyes trying to read 
by tallow-candles. He goes down to the com- 
pany’s office, and says he couldn’t have burned 
% much gas, and the company tell him to get 

im to a ginnery. So how can he prove that 
Our system is incorrect ?” 

**] give that one up.” 

“That’s what the gas-consumer does. He 
has to. I don’t like this life, though. 1 think 
that a person with my imagination ought to be 
in Wall Street. There would be a greater field 
for my talents there. Phew! it’s tiresome work 
talking.” 

“ Are you a water-meter or a dry one?” 

“ Sir—all the water in the gas business is ab- 
sorbed by the stock. Meters are always dry, 


except when the gas-company wants to play | 


light on the gas, and then the meters are said 
to have water in them. But they don’t. A 
Gas-Meter never takes water.” 

And so the reporter went out and bought 
him a bottle of sulphuric acid. 








Vassar, according to one of the professors, 


is being ruined by paragraphers; but ‘it’s an 


ill wind, etc.”’ 
godsend to them. 


Paragraphers think Vassar a 


“ THERE’S NO home without a kitchen,” 
says a philosopher. And there are very few 
homes with them, either, as Mrs. Partington 
would remark. 


CLOTHES MAY not make the man; but, never- 
theless, it is not advisable to dispense with them. 


| the plumber. 





Purkerings. 


SS. we a coy and blush- 

a ing maiden 
= Looks into her lov- 

*— er’s eyes, 

} i Which are over-deep- 
y _ly laden 

va With the love that 

in them lies— 






1] Joy lights up his every 


yy feature, 
Y, As he bends to take 

Yy) the kiss, 
P ZZ Which he knows the 
. ZZ darling creature 


Gladly gives nor e’er 
will miss. 


XL. 


No one, thinks he, could be dearer, 
No one could he love so well; 

And the maiden draws he nearer, 
All his burning love to tell. 


Ah, why does she start and tremble? 
Does she love him not at all? 

Can she smile and yet dissemble? 
Is she heartless, after all ? 


Down her cheeks the tear-drops trickle, 
And she longs to he his bride, 

It is not that she is fickle, 
Yet she bids him leave her side. 


For she knows that if he lingers 
All his hopes will be a wreck. 

And they are—for ‘* Popper's” fingers 
Meet each other round his neck. 


A Sacer Hen—Belva A. Lockwood. 
A PappEep CeLt—The Coryphée. 


Cocoa is said to be the best food for the 
brain yet discovered. The coffee-vender in the 
City Hall ought to invest in a cocoa-urn at 
once. ; 


‘THE SULTAN OF TuRKEY has suddenly ceased 
playing Wagner’s music on his piano, The 
royal detectives discovered a plot to put dyna- 
mite in the piano. 


At A Cauirornia ostrich-farm a flock of the 
birds were turned loose in an unused gold-mine 


| to feed, and their eggs are now worth more 


than their feathers. 


A CoLoRADO WoMAN has gone insane because 
a gypsy warned her that her husband would be 
killed. Sudden joy is just as dangerous as sud- 
den grief, it appears. 

THE, DISTINGUISHED English surgeon, Dr. 
Fordyce, ate only one meal a day. ‘This goes 
to prove that the fashionable boarding-house is 
not of modern origin, 





A WEs?t-SsIDE lady recently bought a new 
burglar trap. ‘The first person it caught was 
She has written to the manufac- 
turer indorsing it warmly. 


A PENNSYLVANIA Boy died, the other day, 
from swallowing a tin whistle. When a man 
invents a drum that can be swallowed, he will 
command the gratitude of a world. 


‘GOING DOWN-STAIRS should always be done 
very deliberately,” advises a physician. In 
order to do this, we would suggest that poets 
take the precaution to send their verses by mail. 


A NEW FIRE-ARM has been invented in France 
which can be discharged thirty times a minute. 
It scatters, too, and kills everything in front of 
it. It might be a good idea to buy one for 
Mrs. Yseult Lucille Dudley. At any rate, the 
suggestion is worth thinking about. 
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SHINBONES BLOWS THE FIFE. 





“ Brudder Petah Maguff,’? said Shinbones Smith, as he sat in the 
cabin of the gentleman addressed one evening last week: “ I’se mighty 
sorry dat yo’ couldn’ git ter dat cake musical pahty wot my wife gib.” 

“So’se I, Brudder Shinbone’,’”? answered Peter: “but I war too 
sick fur ter see round de cohner. ‘Tole me ’bout it.” 

“ Wal, chile, dat war a great time. My ole woman she done gone 
made up her mind dat dar ’d got ter be a blow-out inter ouah house, 
an’ she ’lowed dat it got ter be somefin’? oncommon. So she gits up de 
cake musical pahty.” 

“Wot am dat?” ' 

“ Hole on, chile; I’m a-comin’ ter dat d@’reckly. De cake musical 
pahty am whar de bossess puts up a cake, an’ folks wot comes hab got 
ter sing or play onter somefin’, an’ de one wot does de best gits de cake.” 

“ Who am de referee ?” 

“Some one wot de bossess picks out. 
pahty tuk place. Dar war Brudder Parsimony Higgins dressed in a 
yaller jacket an’:a big red necktie, an’ his wife—de ole hag—in low 


neck an’ shawt sleebes, an’ wid a head ob lettuce inter her ha’r. Dar | 


war Brudder Squeezeout Peabody in a blue ulstah an’ rubbah: boots, an’ 
his ole woman wid a bustle onter her big ’nuff fur a base-ball groun’. 
Den dar war Brudder Wakeup Misery in a jackit wid two tails pinned 
onter it ter make it luk like a swaller-tail coat, an’ he woah a carrot fur 
a bokay. 


bows all ober, an’ a whole lot ob odder folks all dressed up in de finest 
kind ob style. I nebbah seed so many durned proud niggahs in my 
life befoah, Dey put on moah style dan a butciier serbin’ onter a jury. 
It am de mos’ ’mahkable kind ob t?ing ter see how much moah folks 
vink ob demse’f w’en dey done gone got on some good duds. Dey say 
dat fine feadders don’t make fine birds, but mos’ folks acts ez ef dey 
Vought dey did.” 

“Wal,” continued Shinbones: “de fust pusson ter do somefin’ 
musical war Miss Jerusha Pillsbury. She got up an’ kinder wiggled 
roun’ a bit, an’ ?lowed dat ef nobody else ’d begin she’d do it. So she 
kinder hopped out inter 
de middle ob de flooh, an’ 
folded her big yaller han’s 
in front ob her, an’ put her 
durned ugly head onter 
one side an’ let loose. She 
singed ‘Sweet Wierlets.’ 
D’ yo’ ebbah heah dat song, 
Brudder Pete ?”’ . 

‘“ Nuh,” was Peter’s 
laconic reply. 

“Wal, it am a berry 
sick kind o’ song. W’en 
Miss Pillsbury got frough, 
she kinder luked roun’ an’ 
snickered agin, ez ef she 
knowed she’d done some- 
fin’ cunnin’. Den she sot 
down, an’ Brudder Wakeup | 
Misery got up wid a jews- W/f 

y got uf J yp 
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harp, I tole yo’, chile, W/) 


dat good-fur-nuffin’ niggan 
kin jess fotch de innards 
right out’n a jewsharp. He 
played ‘Climbin? Up De 
Golding Staihs,’ an’ I felt 
a-skeered dat he’d git de 
cake fur ’t. Den gay Miss 
Squeezeout Peabody she 
got up, an’ she luked ez ef 
she had dat cake right in 


4 


t] 








her ahms, she war so blame’ peert. She sashayed out inter de middle 
ob de room, an’ cleared her ole froat tell I made up my mind she’d 
done gone scraped all de skin off’n it. Den she opened up dat dar 
fog-whistle ob hern, an’, chile, yo? nebbah heerd so much noise in de 
whole couhse ob yore life.” 

‘“‘ Wot war de song, Brudder Shinbone’ ?” asked Peter. 

“It war called ‘Some Day or Odder,’” replied the sage: “It 
warn’t much ob a song w’en de ole woman got t’rough wid it. Den 
Brudder Pahsimony Higgins brung out dat ole banjo of hisn, an’ played 
de same durned ole tune wot he’s be’n a-playin’ ebber sence | fust 
knowed him. Brudder Bendoff Gribbles war dar, too—come all de 
way from Willumsbu’g. He brung ’long his ole ’cordeon, an’ _he done 
gone an’ played de long metah doxoligy—doggone me fur pickles ef he 


didn’t! De blame ole fool! Jess ez ef any pusson c’u’d git a prize onter 


Wal, last Frid’y night de | 


| 
| 
| 


Den dar war Miss Jerusha Pillsbury wid a dress all cubbered | 
up wid cabbidge-leabes, an’ ole Miss Snackles, from Thomps’n Street, | 
dressed in a coffee-bag, an’ Miss Polly Haskin done up in ribbins aw’ | 








—-"L put de ole fife up ter my mouf an’ I blowed; but she wouldn't squeak.”— 


ahymn. Wal, my ole woman she ’lowed dat I’d got ter go in fur dis 
hyar cake, too,‘an’ she fixed it fur me ter play las’, so’s not ter keep no- 
body else a-waitin’. Wal, now, chile, yo? know me, Yo’ know dat dis 
hyar ole cullud pusson kin jess blow de inside right out’n de fife. Wal, 
chile, I got out de ole fife in de mawnin’, an’ wetted her up an’ tooted 


 onter her a bit, an’ 1 war ready at night fur ter knock de wind out’n de 
| hull crowd. 


So w’en dey all got frough I brung out de ole fife from off 
de shelf, an’ walked out inter de middle ob de room. Dey all clapped 
der han’s w’en dey see me a-comin’. I put de ole fife up ter my mouf 
an’ I blowed; but she wouldn’t squeak. Dat kinder s’prised me, chile. 
De gals dey luked ’stonished; but Brudder Squeezeout he larfed. Wal, 
I put her up an’ blowed agin. Nary squeak. Brudder Squeezeout he 
larfed ag’in. I sez ter him, sez 1: ‘Wot yo’ larfin’ ’bout, niggah ?” 

“«Tarfin’ at yo’, niggah. Yo’ bust yo’se’f, yo’ don’t tek keer,’ sez 
he ter me, sez he. 

“Wal, I ’lowed dat de fife wanted wettii~, an’ I let de watah run 
onter it a bit. Den I blowed ag’in; but she wouldn’t wuck. Dat 
Squeezeout Peabody he mos’ larfed hisse’f ter deff. 

“¢ Luk inter de’ innards ob de fife, Brudder Shinbone’,’ sez he ter 
me, sez he, w’en he got frough larfin’. 

“Den I ’spected wot war de mattah. I got apiece ob wiah an’ 
stuck her inter de fife, an’, 
shuah ’nuff, dar war some- 
fin’ in dar.” 

“Wot war it, Brudder 
Shinbone’ ?”’ asked Peter. 

* Doggone me fur pick- 
les!?? shouted Shinbones, 
in great wrath: “I dunno, 
chile; 1 couldn’t git ’em 
out—it am dar yet. But I 
knowed from de way dat 
durned Squeezeout larfed 
dat he done it. An’, chile, 
I went fur him.” 

“What did yo’ do ter 
him ?” asked Peter, eagerly. 

“Chile, I made up my 
mind I’d stuff dat niggah 
like he done gone stuffed 
de fife. I grabbed de fife, 
an’ I rammed her down his 
froat, an’ pounded onter it 
wid my fist. Brudder Petah 
Maguff, I tole yo’ dat ef 
my ole woman hadn’t pull- 
ed me off, an’ Squeezeout’s 
wife kicked him in de back 
an’ knocked de fife out, 
dat dar niggah ’d be in de 
great heahafter a-huntin’ 


fur ice.” W. J. Henperson. 














A SCIENTIST says “hard work enhances the 
beauty of a man’s face.” 
sculptor wants a model of manly beauty, let 


THERE Is, it is said, a young lady in Boston 
Hereafter, when a | who does not wear eye-glasses. 








PEOPLE WONDER, sometimes, at the existence 
She is blind, | of the signal service, when they reflect that the 
service has neither any effect on the weather 








him secure a hod-carrier or brick- layer. 





A CAMDEN, N. J., FARMER raised $1,800 worth 
of strawberries on two and a half acres of land. 
If it was early in the Spring, the number of 
boxes would reach nearly a hundred. 





Yes, WE know the line, Clara: “There’s 
music in the air.” But it’s not always true, 
When it’s an air by Mr. Wagner, sometimes 
there isn’t any music at all in it. 





Ir 1s said that arsenical poisoning has result- | nor the weather on the service. 


ed from handling greenbacks. We believe 
very few editors have been affected up to date. 





I HOLD IT best, whate’er befall, 
I feel it when I sorrow most, 
’Tis better to have quail on toast 
Than never to have quail at all. 





THE CHAMPION W1RE-PuULLER—The Bull 
Tangled Up in the Barbed-Wire Fence. 








«A POOR PHILADELPHIA woman recently tried 
to pawn her baby.”’? There is nothing remark- 
able about this. If she couldn’t support it, 
whom should she leave it with but her uncle? 





A PHILOSOPHER SAys: “A man and wife 
should never cease to do a little courting, how- 
ever old they may grow.’’ In Chicago the 
principal courting is done in the divorce courts, 




































































PUCK. 





THE BLUEBIRD. 


It is gloomy and gray on the hillsides now, 
Sad musings will come unsought, ; 
And the bluebird’s note from the leafless briar 
Seems an echo to Nature’s thought. 


The bluebird is gay in the Summer-time, 
‘But sad in the Spring and Fall. 

He comes before Spring is quite prepared, 
And finds no pleasure at all. 


In Autumn he out-stays every guest, 
Till they silently haste away, 
And loneliness answers his plaintive call 
As he flits through the branches gray. 


I ’ve heard ’tis the same in the social world, 
_Where at parties they talk and prate: 
The first comer always arrives too soon, 
And the last guest departs too late. 
P. C, BICKNELL. 








HIS OUTLOOK. 


The joints of Winter are beginning to relax, 
as it were. ‘The snow that fringes the field will 
not fringe it much longer, for soon will the 
bobolink break its heart with wild bursts of 
song in the fields of waving clover. ‘The song 
of the mock-turtle will soon be heard in the 
land, the frog will croak until he’s hoarse, and 
the whippoorwill will get in his work on starlit 
evenings, when the katydid and the tree-toad 
are making themselves felt. 

I love to linger in the breezy wood, when the 
pink arbutus trails along the snowy ground. 
When the dogwood sends its snowy sprays in 





the unbeaten paths of the forest, and the brook- | 


let gurgles musically through the crevice in 
your boot. 

Therefore I shall hang my boots upon my 
staff, and start for the country just as soon as 
the Winter passes ahd the poet begins to take 
headers down the editorial stairway. How my 
heart goes out to nature in all its varying forms 
and conditions! I love an Autumn landscape, 
with cows in the brook, and a hunter in the back- 
ground looking down the barrel to see if it is 
loaded. 

Soon shall I lie upon the pleasant sward, and 
feel the apple-blossoms blow down on me in 
sprays of pink and white. I shall hear the little 
birds making love on the budding limbs, and 
carrying the straws from yonder meadow to 
make their cosy nests. And at night I shall 
crawl under the hay-stack and fail asleep, look- 





ing at the twinkling stars, and hearing breezes 
rustle among the vines and cat-tails. 

A draught of nature is the best draught out, 
when you can’t get any other. How sweet, on 
a fresh bracing morning, when Phoebus is get- 
ting in her biggest licks, to steal down the per- 
fumed meadow, and purloin the milk from the 
unsuspecting cow! 





My book is full of impressions of sand-pipers, 
orchids, rabbits, bees, dairies, bobolinks, butter- 
flies, humming-birds, siestas in hammocks, moon- 
light rambles, and twilight sails, 

I am a regular old nickel-plated tramp Pan, 
and when I get my notes together, and come 
out with an old, warm, empurpled, sensuous, 
roseate, landscape novel, I shall knock “ Na- 
ture’s Serial Story’ higher than a plumber’s bill. 


God save us all from a death like this, 
On the works of E. P. Roe. 


“PvE BEEN to the club, dear,” said Jones, 
when he came home with a policeman’s trade- 
mark on his forehead. 











| our wife say? 








FREE LUNCH. 





Soon will the festive bumble-bee 
His little carol sing, 
And polish up right carefully 
His merry little sting. 
Soon will the small boy seek the wood 
To climb his favorite tree, 
And in a happy, careless mood 
Pursue that self-same bee. 
Then will that blithesome bee in turn 
Cause that same boy to scud 
To where he can relieve the burn 
By plastering with mud. 


A MercCENARY Musici1an—A Commercial 


Drummer. ee 
“BE A WOMAN,” demands a poetess in one 
of our exchanges. Thanks; but what would 


A TWENTY-DOLLAR gold-piece never falls with 
a dull, sickening thud. But a twenty-dollar 
plumber’s bill does, 


Dr. Dio Lewis says the American peop!e eat 
too much, From this it is certain that the 
Doctor never drew his inference from watching 
an editor. ee 

ACCORDING TO statistics, men are more sub- 
ject to diseases of the ear than women, This 
is principally due to the fact that women never 
marry women, 

In JAPANESE prisons the convicts edit and 
print newspapers. So it appears that the free- 
dom of the press is as much of a farce in Japan 
as it is in Russia. 


“ ‘THE FASHIONABLE SANDWICH”? is the sub- 
ject of a column editorial in a rural exchange. 
This indicates wastefulness. ‘The fashionable 
sandwich is too thin to spread over so much 
space. 


CarRRIE.— No, dear, they did not have post- 


/men in the Middle Ages, and just because you 


| time in asking such questions, 


have been reading about that time, and have 
noticed frequent references to coats of mail, it 
does not excuse you for taking up our valuable 
Yes, we like 


home stories; that is, we like them to stay there. 








This is Not the First Time that PUCK has Shaken Things Up. 
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PUCK. 





BOSTON BITS. 


AN AGED and common joke 
entered an editor’s sanctum, 
and, addressing the editor, 
said: 

“ Ah, how do you do?” 


“Pardon me,’”? answered yA _ 
the editor: “ but you have the 
advantage.” LARGEST - | | 
“ But,’’ remarked the joke: Feyin " 
«don’t you remember me? I | A> KE 
left here about a year ago.” (r Fa 


“TI recognize you now,” 
said the editor: “ but, merciful 
heaven, how you are altered!’ 

“That,” answered the joke: 
“is not surprising—I met a 
Western humorist.” 








“© A FARMER NEAR Belleville, 
Ill.,”? says an exchange: “has 
a hen which laid an egg eight 
inches long, six and two-thirds 
inches in circumference, and | 
which weighed four and three- 
fourths ounces.” ‘The funny 
part of this is that the writer 
thought he could deceive the 
public by taking one-third of 
an inch off the circumference 
and one-quarter of an ounce 
from the weight. 





TROUBLE IS being experi- 
enced in a Kentucky town to 
obtain enough water to run 
the mills. ‘his is all the in- 
formation that is given, but it 
shows that, as most of the mills 
in Kentucky are gin-mills, the | 
proprietors have found that 
they can’t make anything un- 
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FREE LUNCH. 


«< GOOD-MORNING, SIR,” said 
-a portly and distinguished- 
looking man, as he entered the 
office of Jones: “1 have come 
to introduce myself to you. I 
am the new collector—”’ 

“You are!” exclaimed Mr, 
Jones: “I am very glad to 
know you, sir, When were 
you appointed ?”’ 

“Yesterday. I didn’t think 
you would be so glad to see 
me, because—” 

“Say no more, sir. I am 
delighted to meet the new Col- 
lector of the Port.” 

“Tm not the Collector of 
the Port. I’m the new col- 
lector for Simpkins & Co., 
and I’ve called to introduce 
myself to you, so that you 
couldn’t work the stranger 
‘gag’ on me when I come 
around with that bill you’ve 
been owing us for two years, 
Perhaps you could—” 

But Jones had sunk through 
the elevator-shaft. 





“MANY HILL-SIDES,” sug- 
gests a very thoughtful editor: 
“which are of no value to their 
owners, might be planted with 





apple and peach-trees.” In 
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«Say, Capt’in, what in thunder is all this ’ere wrong spellin’?” 
«¢ Well, m’ frien’, that’s one of the curiosities.” 


that case they would be valu- 
able to the boys in the neigh- 
borhood, at least. 

“CORN SHOULD never be 
fed alone,” says a rural au- 
thority. We presume feeding 








less they water their stock. | 





As HE was tacking up the 
Bowery the other evening, he 
saw in a restaurant window 
the sign, ‘ ‘lake Home a Stew 
in a Box”’; but he said he did 
n’t believe it would be ne- 
cessary, as he expected to find 
one waiting for him when he 
got home. And he did. 





WEATHER WHICH runs up 
and down about four octaves 





/ of the thermometer each day has its 
| advantages, after all. 
not dare to send his poem on Spring to 
the paper, for fear that it may appear 
some morning when the mercury is 
hammering on-the double bass, 





“A MAN NEVER knows when an idea 
is going to strike him,” says a writer. 
This is good as far as it goes, but it 
should have been added that in nine 
cases out of ten he does not know what 
to do with it after it has struck him. 


The poet does 


won’t. 





A LECTURER HAS taken for his sub- 
ject the question, ‘“‘ What Is a Dollar ?” 
Those who regard this as singular will 
cease to wonder when they learn that 
he was formerly an editor. 





A New ENGLAND man claims to pos- 
sess a trunk-strap which has lasted forty 
years. This is enough to discourage the 
most hardened baggage-master; but it 





A TEN StrikE—Lend Mea Dime. | 


a cow alone tends to make 
the animal selfish, and is not 
conducive to good table-man- 
ners, It is the same way with 
children. 


WuaT Is righteous indig- 
nation? Why, it is the indig- 
nation that a clergyman feels 
when he can’t draw his salary. 





Sonc oF the English soldier 
in Egypt—*“ How Can I Leave 
Thee” most quickly ? 











BARNEY TO 


PEGGY.—AN IRISH LOVE-LETTER. 


Dear Peggy, ’tis night 
Whin I sit down to write 
This letter, an’ heavy me 
heart is an sore 
To hear yer unthrue 
To the b’ye that for you 
Wud barther his sowl to 
the divil. Asthore! 
I'm that full of devotion 
a an’ Jove that I’m thinkin’ 
ua Some day I will burst, an’ 
thin sorry ye ’ll be, 
An’ call yerself cruel 
An’ heartless, me jewel, 
An’ keep with yer tears the grass green over me. 





Shure yer eyes will git red, 
An’ ye ’ll wish yerself dead, 
An’ lyin’ at pace with meself in the clay, 
An’ yer cheeks will grow pale, 
An’ yer appetite fail, 
An’ ye ’ll niver ag’in know a pleasureful day: 
Yer heart will be heavy as lead in yer bosom; 
In yer sleep ye ’ll dhrame throublesome dhrames 
_till ye wake, 
An’ even in day-time— 
December or May-time— 
Ye ’ll think of the lover that died for yer sake. 





| 


Faith I ’m ready to cry, 
An’ the tear ’s in me eye 
As I paint to meself yer deplorable woe, 
While in Paradise 
I have opened me eyes 
An’ am coortin’ an angel I knew here below. 
All me sighin’ an’ sorrowin’ thin will be over, 
For there all the tears of affliction are dhried, 
While you, O mavourneen, 
Are sobbin’ an’ mournin’ 
An’ cryin’ an’ wishin’ me back at your side. 


Before it ’s too late 
This misforthinate fate 
Ye shud shtrive to avoid, an’ wan chance yit I see: 
’Tis that if ye repint 
Betwixt now an’ next Lint, 
An’ do pinance for all yer x 
unkindness to me, 
I'll maybe forego me in- 
tintion of dyin’ 
An’ shtay to console ye an’ 
comfort ye here. 
If ye don’t, then I ’il 
never 
Ag’in make endeavor 
To save ye from sor- 
rowin’ over me bier, 












How he carols forth his pleasure 
He ’s the squatter’s dearest treasure, 


See him gloat o’er that coat, 


Sturdy goat, whiskered goat, 
Ambrosial, poster-eating, 





RHYMES OF THE DAY. 





SEE THE goat, Willie Goat, 
Listen to the melody that 
issues from his throat. 








At the sunay hour of noon. 
Though he may be rather soon. 
While his na-ha, na-ha, 


na-has on the evening 
breezes float. 


acrobatic Willie Goat. 





Now THE maiden is returning 

From her trip across the sea, 
And she wants to air her learning 

In the language of Paree. 
Now, of course, it is improper, 

So they told her over there, 
To say either ‘* pa” or ‘ popper,” 

And she greets him with * mon pere.” 
Then she turns toward the other, 

Who can naught but stand and stare, 
As she hears no longer ‘‘ mother,” 

But a far-away ‘‘ ma mere.” 




































































S., S., BEAUTIFUL S. 


and my warble hear; 
Come, listen to old Isaac 
Spanglestein : 
The Winter ’s gone, Wwe see 
not e’en ils gliost, 


the meadow lie, 


like a bank 

Wherein the washer - wo- 
man’s ‘ rocks’ are stored. 

Soon will the buds upon the maple burst, 

And the horse-car of Phcebus will be out; 

The leaves will spring in tint of softest green 

Upon the trees, and happy birds with straws 

Will build their nests on every breezy limb. 

The grass is twinkling in the wanton wind, 

And in our bosoms sings the god of love. 





Soon will the negro with his whitewash-brush | 


Spoil everything that on the hat-stand hangs— 
Your high hat won on Cleveland, and your coat 
And silk unbrella brought from o’er the sea, 
Soon will the sweet arbutus blow around 

The woodland brook, and lift its sweet pink cheeks, 
If cheeks it has—of which I ’m hardly sure, 

As Lam not John Burroughs, d’ye moind? 

The sheep will soon be bleating on the hills, 
And the dire fiend will ask, in accents meek, 

If he may serve you ice the coming Summer. 
Then will Spring-lamb at eighty cents a plate, 
With mint to match, in every h—h-house bloom; 


And in the bowl—the deftly flowered bow] i 


That held the punch on howling Winter nights 
And twisted us in tighter social ties— 
May-wine will flow, and on its golden breast 
Float strawberries like little rosy isles 

On a still ocean at the birth of morn. 

Soon will my feet, my spreading personal feet, 
Go tramping out among the Jersey swamps, 
And there, while Nature, bounteous Nature, smiles 
In all its rare effulgence, and the scene 

Is just as merry as a circus-bill, 

I’ll shoot the songful robin on her eggs. 

‘The furnace is burned out, and jocund Spring 
Paints medicine ‘ads’ upon the railroad rock. 
And, therefore, Shakey, take the ulsters down 
And pack them in the cellar, and fetch up 
The light and airy garments of the Spring.” 


And the next morning, when the dew-drops lay 
A-tremble on the roses of the shad, 
And the old sun shone like a golden disc, 
The clothes that spoke the advent of the Spring 
Hung o’er the walk, and also in the store 
Of Isaac Spanglestein, on Chatham Street. 

R. K. M. 





A FEW BUSINESS-RULES. 


**COME here, now, Shakey, 


' The last snow-tracks upon | 


The frozen brook is breaking | 


PUCK. 


are self-made, excepting those who were started 
| in business by rich fathers-in-law, 
If your employer manufactures an article cost- 


for one dollar and eighty-seven cents, don’t 
cross-question yourself, but count on your em- 
ployer’s “shrewdness.” 

Always furnish custumers with writing-paper, 
envelopes and postage-stamps gratis. 
When your employer is absent from the office, 
| Start an animated conversation, when all the 
clerks will join in, excepting the office-boy, who 
will dance ‘Ole Virginny ” on his employer’s 
desk. When your employer is seen coming, 
all hands will resume work with a death-like 
| stillness, ‘The office-boy will be busily engaged 
| in indexing the copy-book, and will be com- 
plimented by his employer for his angelic at- 
| tentiveness. Ws Sa CH 


| Answers for the Aurions. 





AM A. Treur.—Yes, you cam “make an arrangement 
to write regularly for Puck.” Address Wrapper De- 
partment, 23 Warren St. 


AMANDA I..—The amount of nervous energy and vital | 


force required to construct one poem, would, it has been 
| calculated, suffice to make seventeen and one-eighth pies. 
| Trifle no longer with the hoiy gifts of health and a good 
constitution. 





Anp His Lirrir 


ing him forty cents, and sells it to the retailer 





VIOLETS AND CLAMS. 


WHAT THIs country is yearning for and has 


| got to have in the course of time is not a man 











who can invent a flying-machine, but a man 
who can construct a brand-new set of self-acting, 
duplex, reversible jokes on a father-in-law, so 


| that the mother-in-law circus can go into win- 


ter quarters for a century or two, 

“"THERE ARE nearly seven million children 
in the United States who do not know their 
letters,” says an exchange. ‘There is nothing 
strange in that. We know a very prominent 
statesman who didn’t remember his letters last 
summer, until he read them in the newspapers. 





W. D. Howe ts is authority for the assertion 
that no woman who studies Greek ever matries, 
This ought to settle it. Let them make all the 
changes they desire, but never abolish the study 
of Greek from Vassar. 

‘THERE Is nothing half so sweet in life as to 
arrive at your girls house in time to find out 
that the bull-dog has satisfied his appetite on 
the other fellow, who got there ahead of you. 


‘THE ONLY kind of stock-company that doesn’t 


care about water is a theatrical stock-company. 


LEerrer 


FREDDY’S SLATE 


TO THE Eprror. 
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Be prompt at the office. Promptness in em- 
ployees secures promotion, When your em- 
ployer requests your appearance at 9 A. M., be 
sure and comply with his request, and if your 
employer keeps you at work until 10 P. M., do 
not let your angry passions ferment. Remem- 
ber this is a free country. (‘l'o the employer.) 

Do not ask for a “raise” every Saturday | 
night. ‘I’his is a bad policy. 

When the office-boy whistles, and recites 
“The Wind Blew Through His Whiskers,’’ 
while you are adding up a two-foot column of 
figures, bear it with silence. Do not let your 
employer use you for a cigar-sign. 

Practise economy. Do not put a tooth-pick 
in your mouth, walk around the block, and 
create the impression that you have just wrestled 
with a two-dollar luncheon at Delmonico’s; but 
buy a ten-cent lunch, and in the evening pay 
a dollar-and-a-half for a seat at some theatre. 

If you are a laboring man, and waiting for 
the five-cent fare to take effect on the “L” 
road, drop into some beer-saloon, and drink 
beer until half-past four. 

Never ask the office-boy why it took him four 
hours to go to the post-office, three blocks away. 
He will always explain why he was delayed, 
and you will blame yourself for being too hasty 
in finding fault. ‘Then you will compare your- | 
self with a blank cartridge. 

Remember that all successful business-men 


























newyoarkmartchceventean 


dear puck 
i cend you this weke a car Toon four the 


| therd chaptor Off my novvle all so the therd 


chaptor 
jiant jim the 
Hitoand tranerecker off 
the cierrer nevvadas 
chap thre 

in a nuther instant The trane rushd hed lorng 
‘Yoo its doome* an with A ferefle crash wos 
bustid up An scatered in a hoaples rec 

butt with the ajjillitty off litenin jiant jim 


dasht in too the smoaken rec** An pressentley | 


imurjd baren in his Arms a buchus maden ouver 
whoose hed Sum ateen summers hadd past 
her goalden hare streemd down Her bac her 


ise wer blew An her cheaks tho now pail wer | 


rosey Wen she wos fealin good 
liften his butifle berden hi in The are jiant 
jim inchoird off ‘The strainger 





is this youer dorter 

it is ced the strainger how shal i evver thanc 
you Four saven her preshus life 

let her be The out casts bride resspondid 


| jiant jim gaizin up on her oled man i Juv youer 


dorter an i wil Maik her My wife 

it can not bee replide the oled man she is 
betroathed to The noable duke of bantam cas- 
sle a prowd pear Off ingland 

then buy hevven reternd jiant jim— 

to be continnude in ouer necst 


youers so lorng 


freddy 


ps cen bac my slaight too find out wot jiant 
jim ced 
noats 
* jim jonson ses this is nott origerne! i thinc jim Is get- 
tin jellus 
*# 7 hav drorn The cars a littel smorl butt the slaight 
is Nott big enuf 
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WIre.—* My dear, here’s another case in the papers of a man dying 
and leaving his wife her weight in gold, as a legacy; now theve’s an ex- | 


ample for you!” 


Kivi Communis or Mon- 
grcliosis about him to give 
i him a depraved taste. He 
had been neatly trimmed 
by his owner, so as to live 
up to his name, Muff. He 
| was named after a cheap 
muff, and was consequent- 
ly made of velvet with a 
plush border at each end, 
an inch broad, so that he 
presented a side view very 
much like a spool of cot- 
ton. Muff was fond of 
spending his afternoons in 
the kitchen with the cook, 
who bore the outward 
semblance of friendship, 
but whose exhibitions of 
great joy-at Muff’s un- 
timely death showed that 
at heart she was the dog’s 
bitter enemy. 

One sunny afternoon in 
| October—we remember it 
| well, as our coal-bill be- 
came due at that period 
—Muff was rummaging 
around the kitchen, seek- 
ing the wherewithal for 
supper, the old cat having 
stolen the bone laid aside 
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CONCERNING CANINES. 


Fashions in dogs, like fashions in clothing, are 
subject to most radical changes, although it 
would seem that dog is capable of much great- 
er variety than clothing. ‘The King Charles 
Spaniel, so called because it resembles in the 
mouth the celebrated O’ Toole, the ancestor of 
all the Irish, is still considered de rigueur among 
our best families; but the Puppus Kaleidoscopi- 
cus is fast superseding him in popularity. 

The Puppus Kaleidoscopicus is so called be- 
cause you never see two of him alike. He is a 
combination of black poodle and a pair of 
shears. His general contour is supposed to 
represent that of a lion; but he has upon his 
face a sheepish sort of an I-know-I-look-like- 
one-but-damfi-feel-like-one expression—one of 
mingled sadness and piety. He is cut in pom- 
pons as to his fore-shoulders, while his hind- 
shoulders may be likened to a well-worn seal- 
skin coat on which there is little or no hirsute 
growth to speak of, 

He has natural anklets strung all the way up 
his legs at intervals of an inch and a half, and 
on the extreme end of his tail there is a knob 
of hair about the size of an apple. Following 
the tail along there are to be found stars and 
crescents, also of hair, at irregular intervals un- 
til the hind-shoulders are reached. The con- 
centric portion of the body is also circled with 
bands of dog, between which the skin is close- 
ly shaven. 

This latter peculiarity renders him liable to 
extreme cold in some portions, with extreme 
heat in others, which keeps his disposition down 
to a chills and feverish point, which affects his 
temper materially. In his feverish moments he 
will be as sweet as a sugar-plum, but in the 
twinkling of an eye will become angry and use 
his teeth. 

Sometimes tiis variety of dog is cut bias, with 
pleats on the eyebrows and passementerie along 
the spine, meeting the tail with a head of hair 
sufficient to stuff a sofa-cushion. This dog will 
generally be found to bear the name of Mop, 
and cannot be trusted out of sight with meat 
of any kind. 

We once had a dog which met with a most 
untimely end—not an end of the sort mentioned 
above, however. He was one of the Puppus 
Kaleidoscopicus variety, with just enough of the 





in the heliotrope - patch 

in the garden for his subsequent delectation. 
His body had just been shampooed, and his 
frilled edges had been combed out for the party 
that evening. Suddenly the cook—alas, how 
treacherous that seeming friendship!—dropped 
the contents of her dripping- pan upon him, and 
with a yelp which raised the dead cats all ove: 
the neighborhood, he rushed into the streets 
and was soon lost to sight. For two mortal 
weeks he remained away, boarding, in the mean- 
time, with some low-bred cousins of his father. 
Then he returned; but, alas, he had taken 
cold in his shaven parts, and in spite of the 
herculean efforts of dog-biscuits, slippers to chew 
and other luxuries of dog-life, his body passed 
away. #Not so the plush portions. ‘They lived 
on for weeks after the death of the rest of the 
dog. The cold contracted worked more rapid- 
ly than the fever,’and it finally became neces- 
sary to bury the dead part, although we hung 
on to it for a considerable time, in the hope that 
the rest of the animal would likewise expire. 
We loved the brute so that we hadn't the heart 
to kill his head, and whenever we ventured to 
make an assault upon his 





WHEN. 


When the dairy restaurants begin to do a big 
business, and put equine-radish on the table, and 
the wind-mill tan is brought out by the barber, 
who leaves the door open while he shaves you— 
When the book-keeper walks round the city at noon 

From the gutter to get a sea-breeze; 
When the rag-vender yells as he rides through the street, 
And the kite 's tangled up in the trees— 

When you arise in the morning and observe 
the sun shining in your window, and instead of 
smelling the sausage and buckwheat-cakes you 
are told what kind of Easter bonnet you are to 
purchase— 

When the boy wears the knees from his pant-trouserloons 
Playing marbles upon the sidewalk; 

When the landlord the subject doth change every time 
That you of repairing would talk— 

When your son steps up te you and demands 
money for a base-ball and bat, after hanging 
his skates on the willow-tree beside the ancient 
minstrel’s harp—- 

When the Micky takes down his St. Patrick’s Day hat, 
And unpleasantly talks of the Queen; 

When your ulster is swapped for a bust of St. Paul, 
And the grass on the meadow is green—- 

When the young man’s fancy lightly turns to 
blue neckties, walking to the office every morn- 
ing, and purchasing a bicycle and a new racket 
and tennis-suit— 

When the first circus-poster is seen on the barn, 
And the coalman looks lonely and glum; 
When the small boy a stick draws along the old fence, 
A-rumpetty tumpetty tum— 


When the base-ball player takes a stretch 
that causes him to dislocate his chrysalis, and 
thus get “released,” and be. on deck for the 
coming season— 

When the frogs in the marsh break the drum of your ear, 
The while they incessantly croak; 

When the humorist writes in his happiest vein 
The obsolete stove-razing joke— 

When the popular clergyman begins to lay 
plans to secure a three-months’ leave of absence 
to go to Europe for his health— 

When the carman breaks rudely your bureau and cups 
And sofa and side-board and chairs; 


When the man on the landing *‘* collides ” with the soap, 
And goes down without touching the stairs— 


When the equine-car equine feels a magic 
thrill in his veins, and suddenly hurls his hind- 
legs in the air, taking the gloves off the driver— 
When the dainty arbutus is thick in the wood, 

And the breezes are lovely and’ bland— 


Why, then you may bet all the cash you can raise 
That Beautiful S. is on hand. R. K. M. 





Narrative, it wagged so 
pitiously and seemed so 
glad to see us that we | 
were at once disarmed. | 
But the live part pined | 
gradually away over the | 
grave of his departed mid- | 
dle, and finally died peace- | 
fully, a martyr to the love 
—ah!—of cooks and | 
dripping-pans. The buried | 
part was exhumed, and 
the head and tail gently 
affixed by loving hands. | 
and the total remains laid | 
at rest forever. | 


WASHINGTON 





























Over his grave are the 
touching lines: 


SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 
MUFF. 


He Rests In Peaces. 





_ ‘PH just bear 
time I go to Washiz ’ton to witness the ’Naug’ration.” 


SHAK. JONES. | 


F DIRECTORIES. 





“HOPE DEFERRED” 


GUIDES 
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THE TRANSMIGRATION OF ACTIVE 
IMPULSES. 


Professor G. W. Duxton delivered his great 
lecture on “ The Transmigration of Active lm- 
pulses”? from the steps of the City Hall. He 
said: 

“‘Whoever has traveled in the cars of the 
‘elevated railroads has noticed trains loaded 
with passengers going in the opposite direction. 
You are losing time going down-town, and they 
are losing time going up-town. If you and 
some other person bound up-town could have 
exchanged places at the moment you were about 
to take the train, this time would have been 
saved and the expense of traveling avoided. 
The Turks, in the days of Haroun Al Raschid, 
overcame this difficulty by the invention of a 
magical carpet which would transport the for- 
tunate possessor to any given place in no time 
at all. ‘hese carpets were either myths or they 
have been lost, as no trace can now be found 
of them, ‘Ihe nearest approach to them is the 
disappearance of door-mats from vestibules, and 
their subsequent reappearance ‘ down the bay,’ 
in Baxter Street. 

“‘ By the aid of electricity and by the tele- 
phone we have overcome time and space so 
far as the transmission of ideas and speech are 
concerned; but up to the present time science 
has been unable to overcome the inertia of 
solid matter. It has been suggested that the 


system of pneumatic tubes might be enlarged ' 


indefinitely, so that heavy bodies could be 


blown by condensed air, or sucked by a vacu- | 
But | 
the expense of this method would be consider- | 


um, from one distant point to another, 


able, and the embarrassment of being stuck half- 
way in the tube, in case of accident, would de- 
ter many from experimenting with it. 

“ The plan of hurling people from large mor- 
tars in a rubber ball, propelled by gun-powder, 
dynamite or a strong spring, has also many ob- 
jections. If fired too high, the ball might go 
beyond the restraining influence of gravitation, 
and hang suspended like Mahomet’s coffin in 
midair. Again, it might be pierced by the 
steeple of some tall church, to the great annoy- 
ance of the passengers. ‘The uncertainty, also, 
as to whether you were about to land on your 
head or your heels is an argument against the 
plan. ‘These schemes failing, the public has 
been compelled to use the comparatively slow 
medium of rapid transit trains—rapid transit 
in name only, and far behind the needs of these 
active times. 

“That matter is subservient to mind is an 
axiom too trite to need repetition here. As it 
has been found impossible to overcome matter 
by matter, we are forced to fall back upon the 
powers of the mind. 
nothing exists—that when we see, hear, feel, 
taste or smell anything, we really do not do 
anything of the kind, but only think we do. 
We say this is the City Hall: in reality there 
is no City Hall, but an impression on our minds 
which makes us believe that the City Hall ex- 
ists. Our senses are too dulled to perceive this 
non-existence of matter. Could we have the in- 
sight of celestial beings, we should see that there 
is no world, no life—nothing only thought start- 
ing out from some central source and manifest- 
ing itself under certain favorable conditions. 

“Only one thing is true—the existence of 
the soul; and on the soul as a foundation are 


built up the sentient powers of the mind. Souls | 


see more or less clearly, according to their 
characters. ‘There is an affinity between souls, 
as between congenial human beings. Through 
this affinity souls can reach out and influence 
other souls through infinite space. Space is 
nothing to a soul, and, as matter is proven not 
to exist, the question of transportation of the 
body becomes simply the problem of the trans- 











It has been claimed that | 


Nothing could be more unflinching and unequivocal 
than the utterance of the Inaugural with relation to this 
fundamental feature of all genuine reform. * * * 
One thing is pretty certain. If Mr. Cleveland makes as 
good a President as Mr Hendricks may be relied on to 
make a Vice-President, he will be re-elected. And why 
not both?—M. Y. Sun, March 5th, 1885. 


THE ANCIENT MARINER TACKS AGAIN, 





The election of Grover Cleveland will necessarily 
break up the Democratic party. 
—N. Y. Sun, October 2nd, 1884. 
There is not a particle of originality about Grover 
Cleveland. * * * Nobody knows what Cleveland 
stands for, or what his opinions are. He doesn’t desire 
to have opinions.—M. Y. Sun, October 3rd, 1884. 








fer of the soul, or, as I have termed it, the trans- 
migration of active impulses. 

“ A man who has become etherialized under 
| my system, when about starting on a journey, 
comes at once into communication with the 
soul of some other etherialized medium desiring 
to travel in the contrary direction, ‘There is a 
union of intelligence, a unity of action, and in 
an instant they change places. The method of 
etherialization, perfected after many years of 
trouble, needs some explanation. ‘The labors 
| of mental investigation into the source of odic 
or psychic force have shown me that—” 

At this moment the Professor was over- 
whelmed by the Board of Aldermen, which had 
just adjourned. 

The Aldermen, in their haste to reach the 
nearest saloon, pushed the Professor to one 
side, and when he remonstrated a policeman 
clubbed him for insulting the Board. He came 
| to his senses again two days later, and then 
found that he could remember nothing of his 
method of etherialization. 

It may be centuries before the problem of 
| rapid transit is again solved. 

W. R. BENJAMIN. 








“ ARE you married?” asks an impertinent 
editor. As this is not leap-year, we decline to 
| answer, 





THE AMERICAN MISSIONARY SOCIETY spends 
one thousand dollars a day among the pagans 
in Africa and China. It would be money in 
many an idle workman’s pocket if he were born 
a heathen. 





AN ARTICLE is going the rounds among house- 
| hold magazines telling “How to Keep a Flat.”’ 
| This may be worth knowing; but what society 
_in general is yearning for is information how 


| to get rid of him. 





GORE AND MOLASSES. 


SoME ONE is trying to prove that Daniel 
Webster never swore. Inasmuch as skating- 
rinks were not popular in Daniel’s time, there 
may be grounds for such an assertion. 


OVER EIGHTY million dollars’ worth of timber 
has been used in the Comstock Mines in Nevada, 
If we had eighty million dollars’ worth of tim- 
ber, we shouldn’t care for a gold-mine, 


A GUSHING POETESS begins, “ All that I want 
is a single heart.”” This would seem to indicate 
that she held the ten, jack, queen and king of 
that suit, and was drawing for the ace. 


A vERY Goop umbrella can be bought for 
fifty cents; but so long as a man can borrow a 
seven-dollar silk umbrella for nothing, no im- 
mediate boom in honesty is looked for. 


THE LATEsT thing in soups is a purée of 
chestnuts. This is the most economical soup 
ever invented. All that is required is a file of 
London Punch and plenty of hot water. 


“THE WISCONSIN farmers are beginning to 
discover that it does not pay to kill their 
calves.”” And yet we believe it would not pay 
any better for the calves to kill the farmers, 


‘* BLESSED ARE the peace-makers.”? We have 
often noticed that whenever a man attempts to 
make peace between a man and his wife, he 
does get blessed, and pretty effectually, too. 


A Sr. Louts paper heads the story of a fatal 
accident in that city “ Hurled Into Heaven.” 
It must have been a great shock to a man to 
go direct from a Missouri railroad train to 
heaven. 
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HE HAS US THERE. 


PARKER HOUSE, 
Boston, March roth, 1885. } 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

I am one of the men who voted 
for Cleveland because | believed in 
him, and because Puck supported 
him; and while I still trust in his 
judgement and patriotism, I am glad 
that you call attention to his crime 
in referring to “the busy marts of 
trade.” He has in this offense dis- 
appointed his supporters, But while 
this pained me severely, I am espe- 
cially hurt to find in your leading 
editorial “ the hand of kindly Time” 
stretched toward me. The Presi- 
dent’s offense was inexcusable; but 
yours is monstrous! 

Have you not seen the “hand” 
on almost every page of sweet Ike 
Marvel, and did ever a county fair 
orator or a Decoration Day speaker 
fail to show it to his patient hear- 
ers? ‘The hand of Noah is plump, 
elastic and vigorous compared with 
the withered “ hand” you mention, 
The hour-glass and scythe are yet 
bright and glistening; and when 
“Father Time” had no beard to 
speak of, the ancestral “ hand”? was 
still old. 

An indignant public asks, “ What 
is your defense ?” 

Yours truly, 
Joun THomas, 
A New Yorker in temporary exile. 











Our upPON the window-sill 
Is a little ridge of snow, 
And across this sparkling hill 
Foot-prints of the snow-birds go. 
As the little drift I see, 
Which the foot-prints gaily fill, 
Truly, it seems unto me- 
A mimic Chinese laundry-bill. 





Soon ‘THIS cry upon the street 
Will spoil our dreams of peace: 
“ Here you are, Jack rozeez, 
A cent apiece!” 











Il. 

Thus all the records are agreed 
About the late lamented 

Great saint who flourished ages ere 


Was dynamite invented. 


I. 
We don’t, however, hear that he 


For patriotic uses 
Bestrewed the sister island’s ways 


With murder-starting fuses. 


IV. 
And never of that gentleman 
Has anybody stated 


That where he went his path was 





strewn 


With dwellings devastated. 





ST. PATRICK’S DAY, 1885. 


St. Patrick was a gentleman, 
And came of decent people— 
He built a church in Dublin town, 


_ And on it put a steeple. 


He did not feed his neighbor’s cows 
With hay crammed full of needles, 
Nor kill poor casual passers-by 


To blow up English beadles. 


St. Patrick was a gentleman, 
But oh, his pleasant manners, 


Would seem much out of place be- 


Parnell’s ensanguined banners. 


Remember, Patrick’s sons, to-day, 
His memory ’s the brighter 
Because he was a gentleman, 


And not a dynamiter. 













Vv. 










VI. 
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Vil. 






















A WAR ARTICLE. 


ONE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY SERIES.—BY A SUTLER. 


It has become a matter of imperishable his- 
tory that the most frightful charges seen in the 
war for the Union were made by the valiant 
sutler. What this remark lacks in originality is 
more than made up in hard, everyday Arctic 
facts. I was wounded in one of these charges. 
An Orderly Sergeant, whom I charged half-a- 
doilar for a ten-cent cigar, became a disorderly 
Sergeant, and dislocated -the bridge of my nose. 
My application for two thousand dollars back- 
pension and eight dollars a month during the 
remainder of my life for injuries received in 
defense of our star-spangled country is still 
pending. It will probably receive the favorable 
attention of the pension authorities at Washing- 
ton after they have granted the claims of cer- 
tain drafted warriors who contracted heart-dis- 
ease in their hasty flight to Canada to visit their 
relatives, 

At the first battle of Bull Run the sutler made 
as rapid time in conveying information of the 
progress of the engagement to Washington as 
did the Brigadier-Generals themselves. But the 
War Department never recognized, by promo- 
tion, the heroism and strategy he thus displayed 
in the darkest period of our nation’s existence. 





In some of the great battles of the war the sut- 
ler exhibited quite as much military genius as 
was shown by some of the commanders of army 
corps. He couldn’t very well have displayed 
less. And yet General Grant, in his Century 
war articles, fails to credit the sutler with a 
share of the glory won in putting down the 
gigantic rebellion! This is an indication of 
jealousy existing where one would least expect 
to see it. Of the many reverses that befell the 
Union troops during the internecine struggle, 
not one can be ascribed to the sutler—uniess it 
may be when a sutler “cleaned out” a Union 
troop or two in a game of draw-poker. And 
such reverses were quickly overcome, and did 
not endanger the safety of the Union. 

It is hoped the future historian, when partisan 
feeling and sectional hate shall have died away, 
will devote a few pages of his work to the im- 
portant part played by the sutler in assisting to 
frustrate the attempt to fracture the Union ce- 
mented by the blood of ‘our forefathers, and 
perpetuated for the benefit of our politicians, 
I wish to briefly call attention, while I am about 
it, to the ungrateful manner in which one of 
the most vital elements of success in our late 





war has been ignored by the historian. I refer 
to the “ Intelligent Contraband.” 

Perhaps no man’s pericardium bled more 
copiously for the poor, enslaved, down-trodden 
American of African ’scent than the late Mr. 
Greeley’s; and yet Horace, in his “ American 
Conflict,’ fails to crown the brow of the “ In- 
telligent Contraband” with the laurel chaplet 
to which his services in behalf of the Union so 
justly entitle him. 

The amount of “important information” 
furnished the Federal army by the ubiquitous 
and reliable Intelligent Contraband would, 
if pieced together, be long enough to reach 
entirely around the earth, with a few hundred 
yards left dangling over into space. 

Those Northerners who, with a heroism as 
laudable as it was unselfish, remained at home 
during the war, in order to repel the ruthless 
invader, and prevent him from establishing a 
slice of the Southern Confederacy in the non- 
seceding States, were almost daily cheered by 
the encouraging intelligence that an “ Intelli- 
gent Contraband” had entered the Union lines 
and given our army some most “ important 
information.” He was mighty liberal and 
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reckless with his important information, was 
the Intelligent Contraband. 

It is an open question whether the great mili- 
tary strategists who evinced such refreshing 
and inspiring bravery editing daily newspapers 
hundreds of miles from the seat of war, cour- 
ageously planning army movements, concocting 
brain-confusing war-maps, criticising the alleged 
shortcomings of our Generals, and lustily yell- 
ing “ On to Richmond!” were more worthy to 
wear the victor’s wreath than was the loyal and 
impulsive Intelligent Contraband. To be sure, 
the military editor could have gone to the front 
and broken the back-bone of the rebellion in- 
side of two months, if he nad been so inclined ; 
but it may be remembered by some readers 
that he didn’t go. Perhaps he didn’t want to 
throw a few thousand Generals out of employ- 
ment on the eve of a hard Winter; and per- 
chance he sympathized with the family of the 
army contractor. It took at least four months 
for an army contractor to make a fortune. The 
military genius of the war editor was only 
equaled by his thoughtfulness. A dozen mili- 
tary editors were more terrible than an army 
with banners. In their minds. 

Many veterans —sutlers and others — will 
readily recall how the Intelligent Contraband 
stole into the Union lines, with his eyes bulging | 
with such alarming bulgeness that they looked 
like two silver bell-buttons on a black coat; 
and how, when conducted to the officers’ quar- 
ters, he exuded “important information” with , 
truly startling and phenomenal exudeness. An 
officer would question the ex-chattel and elicit | 
the following: 

Orricer. — What is the numerical strength 
of the enemy in our front?” 

INTELLIGENT CONTRABAND.—‘“ Eh, Massa?’ 

O.—“ How many men has the Confederate 
General Blank ?” 

I, C.—*’Bout forty-leben thousan’, Massa,” 

O.—* Don’t you mean about four thousand ?” 

I. C.—* Yes, Massa; dar’s ’bout four hun- 
dred ob ’em.” 

O. —“ Have they plenty of rations ?” 

I, C.—* Yes, Massa; dey’s got dead loads ob | 
rashums.” 

O. —“ None of them suffering from the want 
of provisions, eh?” 

I. C.—“ Oh, yes, Massa; dey’s all done gone 
starved to death almost fer perrishums.”’ 

O.—* How many cavalry have they ?” 

T, C.—“ Dey’s got nothin’ but caverly.” 

O.—*“No infantry ?” 





I, C.—“*Oh, yes, more infuntry dan cav- 
erly.” 
Next morning an advance would be cau- 


tiously made, and the strength of the enemy 
found to consist of an ancient mule of much 
angularity and a crippled “ poor white.” And, 
owing to the important information imparted | 
by the Intelligent Contraband, the advancing 
forces would not lose a man. 

It is hoped the historian may yet do justice 
to this long-neglected military hero, by bring- 
ing out a work entitled “Our Country’s In- 
debtedness to the Intelligent Contraband ”— 
in seventy-five parts—sold only by subscription | 
—price fifty cents a number—large type and 
profusely illustrated in the highest style of the 
art—a part delivered every two weeks—no sub- | 
scription taken for less than the entire work— 
it should be in every intelligent man’s library 
—better let me put down your name for one 
copy—you will —*******!!! 

The asterisks represent what the voluble book- 
agent would witness when he landed on the 
hard, cruel sidewalk with painful tumultuous- 
ness, W. 








‘“THE BEST way to dry off cows is to quit 
milking.”” When the cow comes around and 
asks to be milked, tell her to dry up. 








| a sleep. 


PICTORIAL PARAGRAPHS. 





A Vocat SCALE, 


Sing Hey! for the ball that you visit to-night, 
With its ripple of music and scenes of delight; 
Sing Ho! for the dance with a lily-fair girl, 
With hearts beating wildly in 
one dizzy whirl; 
Sing He! for the thirst that = 
will come from the dance, \& 
And into the wine-room you 3 
speedily prance; = 
Sing Hi! for the vintage that * 
flows in a stream, < 
And makes the whole world 
seem a beautiful dream; 
Sing Hugh! for the head that - 


you ’Il have the 
next day, 4 
And sing for a “ 


dream that winds 
up in that way. 












W. J. HENDERSON. 





O THOSE young men who 
are constantly writing and | 
- asking concerning the op- | 


portunities for entering jour- 
nalism, and expressing their 


ists, PucK can only say that 
it is not in his power to an- 
swer their interrogations until 
he k knows wee long they can go without eating. 








‘THE SILENT watchmen of the night are the 
policemen who never watch at 
all, unless for an opportunity 
to crawl under a stoop to take 






CoRneR || 


RACERS, 











Joun L.-SuLLIvAN is not so 
highly esteemed in Boston as 
he was. We always thought it 
strange that the Modern Athens 
should so admire a man who so 
badly mutilated the Queen’s English—when- 
ever any of them came over to spar with him. 





A Horn Soto. 
Olivia sat in her opera-box 
And looked down on the band, 
And saw some things there going on 
She could not understand: 
Peo ‘The drummer looked as sadly dry 
As a desert under the stars, 
And yet he could not take a drink, 
‘Though he had forty bars; 
And so a man who sat beside 





desire of becoming journal- | 





This drummer all forlorn 
Refrained from quenching once 
his thirst, 

Though oft he took his horn. 








Lundborg’ s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’ s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily ofthe Va ley. 


CONSUMPTION CURED. 
An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 

his hands by an East India missionary the formula ofa simple | 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- | 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility | 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 


it known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive anda 
desire to relieve }uman suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, 

W. A. Noves, 149 Power’s Block, Rochester, N. ¥. 
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HEN troubled by 


Dleeplesness 


Try a hot drink when going 
to bed made of the Genuine 
Brown’s Ginger, a teaspoon- 
ful or so, and some boiling 
water, sweetened to the 
taste. In nine cases out of 
ten it will act like a charm. 
It only costs 50 Cents to 
test it. Try it. Insist on 
the GENUINE BROWN’S 
CINCER, made in Phila- 
delphia for more than 50 
years by 


Frederick Browt, 





C.H.MUMM & CO. 


CHAMPACNE. 


CORDON ROUGE, 
EXTRA DRY AND DRY VERZENAY. 


Importation in 1884, 
23,967 CASES MORE 


than of any other brand. 


88 





bY thn il Sas & ELIXIR 


Whis- Beto 
by used. 
Wi prove I r be 
gic vine per shag cin dle of 


oumpoorsier. Lek. Le SMITH & CO, yay 
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THE CELEBRATED 


EP buble GE 


ARE AT PRESENT THE MOST POPULAR 
AND PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
WAREROOMS: 

149, 151, 153, 155 East 14th Street, N. Y. 


SOHMER & CoO. 


CHICACO, ILL.: NO. 209 WABASH AVENUE. 
see LM RE EE TTT ATER 


WALTHAM 
rats 


RICHEST oe sagen OF 
Vatches re 






IN PRICE OF 


LOWEST AND ONE PRICE ONLY. 


FAULTY VIOLINS 


can be turned into splendid toned instruments by being re- 

modelled after Berliner’s system of stringing. Endorsed by 
Prof. Jul. Eichberg, Mr. C. N. Allen and the late DR. LEO- 
POLD DAMROSCH. Send for pamphlet. 


E. BERLINER, 


Electrician: American Bell Telephone Gunpeme, 
WASHINCTON, D.C. 











JAMES PYLE'S 


THE BEST 


Washing Compound 


EVER INVENTED. 
Sold by Grocers Everywhere. 








COLUMB 


THE POPULAR rs 
porated TODAY —— —— 
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GENTLEMEN - 
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ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 
SENT FREE. 


THE-POPE-MFG-Co-=" 


597 WASHINGTON STREET. 

BRANCH HOUSES ° e 
12 WARR7N ST.NEW YORK. “ B STON 
178 MICHIGAN AVE. CHICAGO. — 
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SPREADING THE BROOKLYN “ EAGLE.”’ 


The friends of the Delaware Legislature will 
be pained to learn that it was lost last week by 
falling through a crack in the sidewalk, All 
attempts to scrape it out with a cane proved 
futile, and the sidewalk will probably have to 
be raised, unless, indeed, it would be cheaper 
to get a new Legislature. 


James, who has always been a good boy up 
to to-day, is now anxious to become a prize- 
fighter, and writes to ascertain how he shall set 
about it. Well, James, in the first place, you 
must forget everything else you ever knew; in 
the second place, you must never fight. Then 
you will be an eighteen-carat slugger. No self- 
respecting pugilist ever fights. He never does 
anything except divide the gate-money with the 
other non-combatants. 


I met the Professor on the train’ just west of 
Ann Arbor. The Professor was a foot and a 
half taller than the Hag/e man; he wore beauti- 
ful clothes, and a splendid diamond, and the 
Eagle man felt greatly abashed in his presence. 
I waited, after the introduction, to hear the Pro- 
fessor speak some Greek, with Mr. George 
Riddle’s pure Oxford pronunciation, The Pro- 
fessor said: 

“‘ Hain’t saw much of your writin’ in Vawhk- 
eye lately ?” 

I said, timidly, as I construed the Professor’s 
Fourth Ward Greek: 

“No, I am writing exclusively for the Lag/e, 
now.’ 

“ Brooklyn Niggle?’ said the Professor. 
Abashed by his pure Achaian accent, I bash- 
fully ‘said that I now lined my beautiful and in- 
structive discourses with a pinion plucked from 
the wing of the bird of the broad and sweep- 
ing wing whose eyrie was at 34—38 Fulton 
Street, Brooklyn, inclusive, 

“Hah!” said the Professor: “that’s a good 
joke. Come down to-night and see Miss Effie 
skate all over Limber Jim, the Saskatchewan 
champion.” 

And when I gazed at his card, I knew he was 
a professor of roller-skating.—odert J. Bur- 
dette. 

Love may be blind, young man, but, depend 
upon it, your best girl can look away down to 
the bottom of your pocket-book.— Boston Times. 
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table tonlon it 
quickly anid com- 
beans Cures 


for iseases of 
the Kidneys & 
Liver. Does not 
injure the teeth, 
cause headache, 
or produce con- 
stipation, — other 
Iron medicines do, 
The genuine has 
— mark and 
red lines 


MADE ONLY BY 
Brown Chemical Co 
Baltimore, Md, 


“/ owe my 






to H[ealth 

, and Beauty 
to the 

CUTICURA 

— REMEDIES.’ 


Testimonial of a 
Boston lady. 


ISFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scroful), Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the Cuticura REMEDIES. 

CuricurA Resotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of i impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and In- 
flammation, ‘clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Curicuna Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CurTicurA, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Chapped and Oily Skin. 

Cuticura Remepiss are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1.00. Porrer DruG AND Cuemicat Co., Boston, 


HOPE. 


Swift’s Specific has cured my cancer, which was 
very bad. I am now in fine health; never better. 
Have gained 25 pounds since I began taking S vift’s 
Specific. R. S. Braprorv, Tiptonvilie, Tenn. 


CANCER FOR MANY YEARS.—A servant has 
been afflicted for many years with a cancer on her 
nose, which resisted all sorts of treatment. She was 
cured entirely with Swift’s Specifie. 

Joun Hitt, Druggist, Thomson, Ga. 


NOSE EATEN OFF.—A young man near this 
town had an eating cancer on his face which had de- 
stroyed his nose and was eating toward his eyes. As 
a last resort I put him on Swift’s Specific, and it has 
cured him sound and well. 


M. F. Crumuey, M. D., Oglethorpe, Ga. 


Swift’s Specific is entirely vegetable, and seems to 
cure cancers by forcing out the impurities from the 
blood, ‘freatise on Blood and Skin Diseases mailed 
free. Tue Swirt Speciric Co., Drawer 3, Atlanta, 
Ga., or 159 W. 23rd St., New Vork. 








when you can get good, clean 
fun for family use in The Mer- 
chant Traveler, Cincinnati,O. 
Any one sending us $1.00 
within the next ten days, 
will receive The Merchant 
Traveler (weekly) for a year. 

This is a special offer, good 
for only ten days, after which 
the price will be $2.00 as 
:eretofore, No sample copies; 
MW have read extracts from 
this paper, the most extensive- 
ly quoted of the humorous Jour- 
nals, Published in the interest 
of traveling men, it, as the class 
it represents, sp varkles with wit 
and fun. Send for it now, asit 
will never be offered so cheap 
again. Address 


THE MERCHANT TRAVELER 
CINCINNATI, O, 107 













JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


Soo Br ALL DEALERS ToHroucHour TE WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 


PAYSON’ 
work on linen. Received Centennial 
MED 


ELI 
we Ble Diploma. Estab- 
fae lished 50 years. Sold by all 








Is the BEST. Nopreparation. 
ised with any clean pen for marking 
my fabric, Popular for Gecorative 
















BEST TONIC 





The Famous English Custard Powder—Produces 
DELICIOUS CUSTARD WITHOUT EGGS, at 
HALF THE COST AND TROUBLE, 


j Sold in Boxes at 18 cents, 
sufficient for 3 pints, and 36 
cents, sufficient for 7 pints. 





LUXURY. 


Inventors and Figg, per ste AtFreD Birp & Sons, Birming- 
ham, England. Sold by all grocers. 
PASTRY EVANS & SHOWELL, Philadelphia, Pa., 
and and 21! Park Place, New York. 


SWEETS gig for U.S. A., will Mail Iree, on receipt 
Maile of address, ‘* Pastry & Sweets,” a little work con- 
Malleg taining Practical Hints and Original Recipes fer 

Eree. ) Tasty Dishes for the Dinner and Supper table. 63 





RUPTURE! 


> A Positiv yely cured in 60 days by Dr. Horne’s 
Electro-Ma agnetic Belt-Truss, combined. 
Guaranteed the only one in the world gene- 
rating a cont'nuous Z£vectric and Magnetic 
Current. Scientific, Powerful, Durable, 
Comfortable and Effective in curing Rup- 
500 cured in 1883. Send for pamphlet. 


Druggists, Stationers & News Agt’s. 






ture. Price Reduced. 
ELECTRO-MAGNETIC TRUSS CO., 191 Wabash Av>., Chicago. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents, Try itonce. 


Address Cc. ve CUNTHER Confectioner, 
8 Madison Et, Chicago. 


Hidden Name, Embossed and New Chromo 
Cards, name in new type, an Elegant 48 page 
Gilt bound Floral Autograph Album with 
quotations, 12 page Illustrated Premium 
and Price List and Agent’s Canvassing Outfit 
alltorlic. SNOW & CO., Meride™-Conn, 43 











7 Chromo Cards and Tennyson’s Poems mailed for ten one 
cent stamps. Acme Mfg. Co., Ivoryton, Conn. 
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{ Continued. ] 
CHAPTLR II. 


wonderful and mys‘erious' curative power 
is developed which is so varied in its opera- 
tions that no disease or ill health can 
possibly exist or resis: its power, and yet 
it is 

Harmless for the most frail woman, weak- 
est invalid or smallest child to use. 

** Patients 
‘* Almost dead or nearly d ying’” 

For years, and given up by physicians of 
Bright's and other kidney diseases, liver 
complaints, severe coughs called consump- 
tion, have been cured. 

Women gone nearly crazy! 

From agony of neuralgia, nervousness, 
wakefulness and various diseases peculiar 
to women. 

People drawn out of shape from excru- 
ciating pangs of Rheumatism. 

matory and chronic, or suffering 
from scrofula! 

Erysipelas! 

Salt rheum, blood poisoning, dyspepsia, indiges- 
tion, and in fact almost all diseases frail 

Nature is heir to 

Have been cured by Hop Bitters. proof of which 
yang found in every neighborhood in the known 
world, 





BRAS) 
Co’ Manufacturer of Las 
Oo” ages and Meq 


> 
O® TLANDT STREET a, 
6 cor ’ WN, ¥ 


MENTION THIS PAPER, 





BripGer—Oi have a shurprise in shtore for 
yez, Patrick. 

Patrick—Have yez, an’ phat is it? 

Bridget—It’s a patent sthove-damper, me 
darlint. The agint tould me it wud save wan- 
half the expinse in coal, Think av that, Pat- 
rick, jist wan-half the expinse. 

Patrick—Faith, and did yez buy but wan av 
thim ? 

Bridget—That’s all. 

Patrick—Shure an’ ye are not schmart, Brid- 
get. Why didn’t yez buy two av thim, an’ we 
wud save the whole expinse ?>— Drake’s Maga- 
zine. 


THOUGHTFUL Mama.—* Well, dear, which 
gentleman have you selected for your hus- 
band ?” 

Dutiful Daughter.—“ Oh, I think Ill take 
Mr. Fatboy.” 

Mama.—“ But, my dear, Mr. Littleman is 
very rich, while your choice is very poor.” 

Daughter.—‘“ Yes, my choice is very poor, it 
is true, but he is so big and stout, he will be 
just splendid to sit on the Bible to press Win- 
ter leaves.””— Mew Orleans Picayune. 


UNFEELING Boy. —“ Better come away from 
that fire.” 

Augustus St. John Browne (a bow-legged dude 
with tight trousers).—-‘‘Aw! Why?” 

Unfeeling Boy.—“ It’s warpin’ you all out of 
shape.” —Life. 





cnold 


Constable ¢ 3 . 


SPRING NOVELTIES IN 


UPHOLSTERY GOODS. 


Solicit the attention of their customers 
and the public to their Spring Selections of 


HIGH ART FABRICS and DECORATIONS 


for Furniture Coverings, Window Drap- 
eries, etc., offering the choicest collection 
in this line to be found in this market. 


Proadovasy HK 1 9th ot. 


New York. 
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DECKER’S 


BILLIARD ax® POOL 


Tables, celebrated for fine workmanship, quickness 
and — of cushions. Prices low and terms 
easy. Send for Illustrated Catalogue, Factory and 


WAREROOMS [05 EAST 9th St., N. Y. 
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MAGNETIC ELASTIO TRUSS CD.. 193 MADISOW OT., creado,” 


Absolutely 


n30 


to 90 Days 
by Dr. Pierce’s Pat. Magnetic Elastic Truss. 
; War’nt’d onty Exectric Truss in world. 
Mntirely different from all others. Perfect Retainer; 
worn with ease and comfortnightand day. Cured 
the famous Dr. J. Simms of N.Y. and hundreds 


I 





Do Your 
Own 


= 3 Printing Press Sows” 


Card & Label Press $3. Larger sizes $5 to $75. 






Fo 


-old or young. Everything easy, printed directions 
Send 2 stamps for Catalogue of Presses, Type, Cards, 
&c., to the factory, Kersey & Co., Meriden, Conn. 





Piles—Piles—Piles 
Cured without knife, powder or salve. 
references, Dr. Corkins, 11 E. 29th St. 
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No charge until cured. Write for 





Note.—Be suspicious of persons who recommend any other 
article as “‘just as good”’ and take nothing else but Dr. Bull’s 
Cough Syrup. 





Angostura Bitters are the best remedy for removing indi- 
gestion and all diseases originating from the digestive organs. Be- 
ware of counterfeits, Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


100 Fine Havana Cigars for $5. ‘Henry Clay 
Especial.” Free by mail or express. Direct from manu- 
M. Frankel, 35 Fulton Street New York. 109 





facturer. 








Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. 4th ST., N. Y. 


EUROPE. 


Cook’s Excursion Parties sail from New York in 
April, May, June and July by First-class steamships. 


Special Tourist Tickets for Individual Trav- 
oo at reduced rates, by the best routes for pleasure 
travel, 


Cook’s Excursionist, with maps, contains full particu- 
lars; by mail for ten cents. 


86 THOS. COOK & SON, 261 Broadway, N.Y. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL FOR 1885. 
Now Ready: Price 25 Cents. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 


Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 


CONSUMPTION, 


Ihave a positive remedy for the above disease; by its use thousands of 
Casesofthe worst kind and of Jong standing have been cured. Indeed, so 
8trong is my faith inits efficacy that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
together witha VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any sufferer. 
Give Express and P. O. address. DR.T. A. SLOCUM, 181 PearlSt., N. Y. 

















POSTAGE AND FULL PRICE 


WILL BE PAID FOR 


PUCK No. 371, 
(April 16th, 1884,) 


AT OFFICE OF PUCK, 
21—25 Warren St., N. Y. 





BAUS PIANOS 


In Use at the Grand Conservatory of Music 


PRICES LOW. TERMS EASY. 
WAREROOMS: 


26 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK. 
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BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhoea, Fever and Ague, and all 
disorders ofthe Digestive Organs. A few drops impurt a delicious fla- 
vor to a glass of champagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 
51 BROADWAY, N. ¥. 


OKER’S BITTERS 
FQ The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 


L. FUNHE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New Yorke 


PROSPECT BREWERY, 


Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Sts., 


PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
The highly celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels as 
well as in Bottles. Its keeping qualities are unsurpassed. We also 
recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Malt in 
existence. 


EDEN MUSEE.—®. West,;94, Street. 

. Open from 11 toll. Sundays from 

1to 11. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in Wax—Chamber of Horrors 

—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Views—Concerts in the Winter 

pag every and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 
ren, 25 cents. 


Fine Custom Tailoring 


SPRING STYLES 
NOW READY. 
The Choice of Foreign and Home Manufacture, 




















Overcoats to order from $16.00 
Suits ee ” 20.00 


Pants > = " 5.00 


Samples and Selfmeasurement Rules Mailed on 
Application. 


NICOLL,” the Tailor” 


771 Broadway, cor. 9th St. 


1i39—15! Bowery, N. Y. 
ga BRANCHES EVERYWHERE, -@u 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A 
4 





SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Beoadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents 
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rAPE WORM. 
INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 


H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 
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Mardin! 
LITH 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 
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